82                   LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

LXXL

Thursday evening, July 28, 1843.
You have guessed my thoughts well
enough, perhaps, but not entirely. You
could never divine them all. I change them
so often that what is true in one moment
ceases to be true a few moments after. You
are wrong to accuse yourself. You have, I
think, no other reproach against yourself
than those which I m^.ke to you. You are
wrong to accuse me of not wanting to see
you. I never said a word about it. There is
another thing which we might do. Not write
a word to each other during my trip, and
not meet at my return. That is reasonable
enough, but hard to execute. When I am
not thinking of your letter, do you know
what I would like ? I would like to see you
once again. Perhaps you would have no ob-
jections to saying good-by to me Saturday.
I am perhaps wrong to suggest this. God
knows in what mood you are! After all,
you can say yes or no. I promise never to
be cross again.il that has passed when I am suffer-te the memory of it. Good-by. Think
